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"He told her that he loved her 
And made her dance 
Before the music played." 
—-from a song 


But with you and me... 

What? 

No splintered glass 

Flowing in my blood. 

No dark eyes brooding 

Or electric, beckoning (like his) 
Just you 

Just me 

But not sinply. 

It isn't easy. 


Powerhouse 


Pine-towers, ageless in the sky 
Remnants of the mighty acorn 
Powerhouses of the cottonswab and matchstick set. 


Balsamwarm, and whispery, 
The leaf—squenched path. 


She saw the spring 

The water droplets 

Gently lapping 

The feathered boughs 

And fingers of sunlight 
Seeped through, cone-flecked. 


But here in the East, at the bottom of the universe, 
Night doesn't fall, it tunes in, she said. 
Float on my ocean, there's a storm down here: 


Anonymous 
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A DEJA VU - NEW YORK CITY 


Subways, cafeterias— 
Like spending the night ina 
busy airport. 
Faces without features 
Clothes without color 
Minds without meaning. 


"I'm sorry, sir, you missed your life," 
"Well, how about the 9:00?" 

"No, we go on strike at 8:59," 

"Oh. we 


Travel down dark deserted 
half-streets. Rings around 
streetlamps. Foz covers windows. 
“Don't look in there!" 
Shattered one-way glass. 


Picture the pretzel=nusher,. 
stale carroway seeds 
crushed in the street, 
Salt crystals melt the ice- 
synthetic heat. 
The pretzel man buttons his hocked coat. 


"They're only a dime." 
"No, they don't go with filet mignon." 


Peonle quickly look away from you when they catch vour eye, 
plastic melting. 
dead cigarettes are caught in the teeth 
of an escalator. 

coagulated cherry syrun=- 

blood in the bottom of 

styrofoam cups 
lost in the dry sand of metal ashtrays 
edged with linpstick- 
one 
two 
three half=-mouths surround the once chemically sterile, 
virgin glass. 


Janitors hyped on methedrine 
empty cylinders, 
sweep cigarettes, 


wax dirty floors- 
Outside= 


destroyed dissident students 

fight politicians ou a runway. 
A jet jumbles the meaningless 
message muttered by the President— 
some leader, 


(continued) 


Irrational reverberation. 
The K.K.K. arrives in the Presedential plane, 
and leaves in a chartered Greyhound 
marked Detroit. 


Fluorescent lights, 
like distant stars, 
blink erratically. 
The Northern Lights are green and white- 
spinning precisely to the sound of 
flight numbers, pronounced in a nasal twang. 
Five-year old girl 
(patched eves, 
stitched face) 
grabs her mother's 
miniskirt= 
tug 
pull- 
the hooks break- 
and the transvestite comedienne 
gasps as his reality is established 
by the airvort militia- 
handcuffs anplied, 
bound, 
gagged, 
hidden by cheap sunglasses— 
(reporters ask 
vhotogranvhers flash) 
like neon lights on Lexington Avenue= 


Christmas in New York, 


Jeff Albertson 


I write a poem 

letting my eyes find your face 
hoping to see you 
another way 


I seem aS you are 
but the emptiness within 
makes us both strangers 


Vernon Alford 


Eve 


Among trees she weaved 

Body gleaming 

One lone scarf wrapped around 

Stngtng softly. 

Made love to wild things = they knew her. 
She teased moss 

Watpped berrtes wtth vines until they bled. 
Sltd into water 

Eyes watchful, teeth bared; 

The forest hung in time, 


(UNTITLED) 


[t struggles and cries out, 
within its own rage. 

Its soul beats against the sand and 
rock which separates it 

from stability. 

Not able to escape, it plunges inward, 
searching 

into its own devth, 

only to emerge anew, upon the un 
known in silence, 

As it is reborn within itself, tranquility 
and peacefulness prevail. 

It shines and dances, and is momentar- 
ily contented, 

Yet, never will it remain unchanged. 

For the sea must continue to follow 

in its endless course. 
A fate must remain its dictator. 


Nan Ansley 


life for many ts a gane for many 

tn which the tndtvidual’ ts king, 

Our day to day usages are like ponds 

tn a game of chess, Each move ts a 

calculated risk, For tf our tntenttons 

are revealed we wtll lose a pond 

and eventually lose at the game we 

have so carefully destred to play. 

The game, like chess, ts called survival, lnether 
the game be reltgtous, poltttcal, 

soctal, pnilosophtcal, mathematical 

or whatever phase tt may be, can tt be 

real tf tt ends tn struggle, you agatnst me, With 
each move being a calculated risk one 

TODAY wtll end in defeat. One tndtviduat 

wtll psyciologteally cease to be. Then our 

game of usage vwtll turn tnto making 

a game where the tndividual who thtnks 


A lone buoy sits staunchly 
on the horizon. 


Sea gulls gqyuawk at my 
presence. 

The last rays of sunlight 
cast eerie shadows on the 
sand, 

Scattered clouds relinquish 
themselves as dusk falls. 
Silver waves lap gently 
on the shoreline. 

A great cloak of purple 
proceeds slowly across the 


I remain to witness 
tanorrow. 


Ltz Allen 


These poems first appeared 
tn THE SCHOOL PRESS REVIEW 
from Colunbta Untverstty. 
STAR=WEB PAPER makes 
qrate-ful acknowledgement. 


he ts king wtll be alone. Because he 

wno altenates others wtll in turn be altenated 
himself, If we conttnue to play the 

game of survival in whteh tie tndividual 

ts king the individual must have 

tne power to act, For acttng ts the 
tndividual's true abtlttu to move ltke a 

king wttnout fear of betng checked b 

ae greedy pee Pa ers itke di 

game of chess, Those who altenate others 

for tnetr om psychologtcal ends will no 

longer be. For a game without meantng 

or the power of creattve actton means 

man wtll end up playing a game of , 

usage whitch makes men like ponds who 

selfishly keep each other tn constant 

fear of betng taken, Many people desire 

or even asptre to have genuine frtendship 

but because of tnner fear reject a person 

who may destre the same kind of friendship. 
Thts ts a pond who fears for Himself, Be a king 
and take down your pride. Get hurt but don't close 
out ltfe and lose meaning in the game of life. 


John Averell] 


A MESSAGE ARRIVES AT FUJI MANSION 
FROM SUN ROUTE HOSTELRY: LATE AFTERNOON 


"Thomas, at our last visit, 
happily so recently (first two decades ago), 


"You called four years ago ‘our golden age' 
and we ticked off the changes: 


"Dame Ruth long gone, Prince William (hardly 
adult) a violent death by aereoplane, 


‘And one through suicide and two through 
cancer. Several to the continent of ''worth'' and 
fire, 


"How far a cry from when Princess Suga and the 
Belgian Ambassador costumed themselves to scandal 


"While you put out the word |! was invoived with 
the son of the Moroccan Ambassador 


"Which delighted me until he appared same day, 
redhaired and freckled and a Brooklyn accent. 


"And my delivery of the treats for before 
St. George's Ball was late and the guests 


"Fidgety to go if they weren't too soused already 
when | and the delivery man found the place. 


"If we must escape the memories of that time 
we'll find a way. But I suggest a white=topped 


"Vehicle, easy to follow, going full tiit, 
round the full chase, RIGHT INTO, perhaps through 


"The pursuers-- 
years or men. 


"Better turn over in a real tactic 
than stumble, running away or back, 


"Furthermore, 
ot 


Ronald H. Bayes 


photograph by Tony Ridings 


PARTNER IN. SOLITUDE 
for Tim 


The wind and wave became me, 

And sea shells, each with razor edge 
cut deep in my bare feet. 

The sky and sea met somewhere, 
(where I couldn't see). 

Sea birds screached a harmony 
with relentless waves, 

I came out here to seed myself 
and a union greater, 

In that union, I may find 
who and what we both are. 

We watched that buoy dodge itselt 
and people (like ghost in the lantern light) 
fish with gigs the shallow surf. 

The people all are gone now 
driven out by storm. 

The buoy alone curbs my fear, 

The union found is but a question; 
no answer provided. 

The wind and wave release me, 

‘The buoy flashes goodby. 


Bill Bender 
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drawing by Danny Mizell 


Maasai 


Over the open savannah, 

Its chains bonded tightly, 

A sense of true dignity exists; 
Mobile parts 

Move and rest in a freedon, 

That men who live there 

Come to respect and hold 

As their place 

In an endless eon 

Which never has a beginning 

And future times are not created; 
Life to be held 

Not frozen or placed 

But drifting and flowing; 
Rememberable and futuristic 
Pinpoints of time and space 

Do not pass together without respect 
To each other; 

They are the endless time travelers. 


Robert Blumenstein 
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THE SMELL IS THERE 

BECAUSE YOU HAVE ALWAYS SMELLED IT 
AND SO YOU ARE EXPECTING IT 

YOU LOOK THE SAME 

BECAUSE THE WAY YOU LOOK IS THE SAME 
BUT YOU STOP 

and you wonder about whether or not 
you are the same 

because you can die 

and come back the same 

but never know it 


waka 


CANTing, with 
No voice left to hear 
You. 


Jumning from a log 

The mantis eats the frog's tongue 
Buzzes with its mate 

and announces his conquest 


This FRE ARKED them out of 
their minds 


Calhoun Chappell 


child of the north wind 
ecelly dear Meje coo 


i look to the wind 

but the wind does not see 
me 

i speak with the wind 
but my words fly back 

to me 


south, east, or west 

winds never hear my cries 

so much you do not, cannot ever, 
understand, oh, youthful wind, 

you're such a child 

you're such a child of the bold north wind 
like me 

south, east, or west 

you fly 

with me 

and together the north wind 

guides us from our childish wand'rings 
stabs us with his vicious thrusts 

and more from love than anger 

whirls us onward in his storm 

and answers all the questions 

no other wind can 


i look to the wind 

but the wind does not see 

me 

i speak with the wind 

but my words fly back 

to me 

south, east, or west 

winds never hear my cries 

so much you do not, cannot ever, 
understand, oh, youthful wind 
you're such a child 

like me 

you're such a child of the bold north wind 


Emily Cheney 


woodcut by Sue Everett 


five to one, 
one to a quarter, 
quarter to dime, 
dime to nuthin, 
nuthin equals nuthin, 
broke again! 
and again, and again, 
again, again, and again. 
money is absurd, and so am Ieee 
you are too, too, to much for me 
and not enough all at once, 
or twice, or maybe... 
infinity... 
Maybe you, Mayeee beeee 
maybe I, mayeee beoee 
how does a bee be? 
Same as me, 
Same as you baby... 
be on be on be on 


TRANSIT TRUCKING 


grass - air - shoe soul 

grass - air - shoe soul 

going, becoming 

nothingess 

which is to say 

strides slipping me 

through the key hole 

between here aN d ee. 

there: - no where, 

going one might adddd 

with a limpid, but odd, or odious 
cloth sack containing almost 
precise petrified and also a 
putrid perker and electric trick 
octopuses 

One proclaimed, in hair-lip like 
overtones, that I should 

stifle my sordid sunny sloppiness 


No Deal dumbshit octophoidus, 
loudly in silence did I 
duelly declare. 

I fell Down. 


Bo Cumnings 


AN 
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More Than Armed Deliverance 


environment 

has 

got to change. 

something is blocking the flow. 


'\ x 


THE GAME 


Turn around=-= 

a round of hearts=-=- 

turned into round circles. 
Circles of hearts 


turning 
yeah, round 
a dam in the river. round 
round 
The ducks coming and turn around, 
over it's over. 


the dam 


are going to make it. ‘ ; 
Stevie Daniels 


SMUT AS SEEN THROUGH THICK GAUZE 


In the full-mooned splendor of thts humid, still July night there ts no sound 
but that of hoe blades stfting through ttred soil and the occasional dull click as 
a stray stone ts struck, Tired old men casually wield thetr heavy-handled tools as 
the pale green lunar light makes brilliant diamonds of the beads of sweat strung 
along the lines of thetr faces.... 


.-sttll half asleep he turned to the bedstde table and dreanily zonstdered the 
half-empty drinks and the ashtray full of Phtlltp Morris ctgarette ends, Then, real- 
tztng suddenly, he jerked his head towards the doorway just tn time to see the bead- 
ed curtain swinging lazily and hear the light fading stride. He smiled and lay back 
wtth hts hands behind his head to watt for the familtar flush and returning footsteps 
that he would never hear... 


eeetn the early waking hours the old men stt tn thetr kitchens drinking thick 
black coffee from thtek, blackened porcelain cups and avoid looking at thetr wives. 


Willy Evans 


rtsing 
and falling 
tide rushes tn 
as pattern designs 
unfold 


glittering rays 
btrds 
break stlence 


thoughts in ctreles 
truth ltes center 


Carole Farnam 


10/73 sections from rondo , (1-5) 


* 


on cost 


cost is that which holds us. the concept erupts suddenly 
into the idea of "machinery"... 
see this as a system of movement: 

gears 

-wheels 

.~Synmetrics 


see all of this as having only one level, 
defined by its relationship to cost. 


ae 


the school is livable, that is, we're able to tolerate it; 
well-located, there are pines which surround and 
stream into 
the campus. of the large acerage 
belonging to the college, most of it is 
taken up with trees and dormant fields, 
and the lake, having 70 acres, 


"there was no mention of ‘acre', 'land', or 'real estate' in the college handbook," 


ke 


concerning cost, Williams in PATERSON could be found somewhere 
to have said that (in a paraphrase) 
cost as a system is worth 
whatever progressions we give to it/ 


that it is, in fact, the order by which movement is governed. 


* 


as a poet speaks progressively in his surroundings 

he achieves several things: one is knowledge of 

the environment; another is that the flav of his speech 
becomes more and more manifest in his writing 

and its movement. 


* 


ideas called for: 


a) the effect of the city on the poet 
b) "We need intelligence; not religion or politics, 
but a thinking mind." 
—Tom Reno, in STAR-WEB PAPER 2 


x* 


while 
she 
is cooking hamburgers & 
other stuff 
i 
am watching people 
walk past a chair 


x* 


time for simple words decrees this message to he short; 
music from the cornucopia/ 
when 


gods 
decree, 


* 
she brings heer, our laughing; in the face of gods 


* 


or a turning can describe weakness; 
that should be as though gods inside us 
bend and sway, hovering in our breath, 
making what is us 


* 
they came in to see me holding tools in their arms... 


"Waaal, this here's the testin booth, ya'll can register 
over in the next town easv, they don't have no test over there..." 


so for the year, no passiveness, 
only hard work and a goal. a philosopher 
was there. he lasted the way 
through, 
he thought. 


Thomas Michael Fisher 
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drawing tov Dill 3arnes 


6-2-6 doggie 


HERE 

6-2-6 doggie 

said i tiny 

to the tag 

little knowing 

i'd be 
09146-1273 mannie 
some bigger day 


8/12/73 


Ra, 


Beh 


Exposition I! 


thou brazen lord of Kings, 
ind mountain hiding 
effeminately; 


Come to your adversarie's lair, 


and smite him. 


The Beasts would rejoice your courage; 
Strike down pyramids of succession, 


and court no disaster 
but your fear, 


Your will to right death of a dying age, 


Dea 


History written on Parchment turned to dust, 


d perhaps before its birth; 


relieved of a god's heritage: 


Banished to long awaited oblivion; 


Ra, 


4, 


come to burn treasonous animals of Nature; 


Erte Gregory 


decay 


times when quiet longings ache 
in verbal teeth 


i feel the drill 
of silence 


sing thru soft 
enamel eyes 


and try to somehow 
hide 


the flying 
cnips 


9/22/73 


thing 


tnere's murder 
today 


restless manent's 
choice 


stand on davs to flatten 
them into coins 


make fist of brain for 
each pressure point 


there are things 
that trv to be more 


2/7/74 


Gerald Heersma 


‘8, 


In stlent testanent to total destruction 
broken stalks Ite 


- plaintively mte - A lonely person 
thetr votces echo tn a lonely tree 
tn the troubled wind ltstening to 
gosstping leaves 
Sttll one stands as my mind wanders down 
tn desperate aloneness mauntatn roads of thought 
bending this way and that the leaves talking softly 
seeking those who have fallen behind my back 
and my eyes -- 
Its qutet voice 3000 miles away 
lost 


tn the water 


In the stlence of oneness 
tt stands in the wind 


Like whtpped crean galleons 
on a blueberry sea 
clouds topping the tice cream earth 
Earth's 3000 flavors, 
blueberry sky 
and whtpped clouds 
a dessert fit for ltfe! 


Take a spoon! 
Dig ins 


Anna Howard 
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photograph by icin "fictae 


The death tick is loud at night. 


i crouch, cover my 

ears, slide oven a 
drawer that I have never 
many, many, times 


(filled with gleaming knives) 


but in the morning is lost 
in the sound of bacon 


frying. 


Denese Lacks 


My mama said to me tonight 
over wires 
fires of gypsies by the river 
playing, singing 
invited home 


that night, she, 2 little girl, 
fell asleep to the sound of voices, 
(her parents went to bed at sundown) 


and so 


the question, tears of years and years in her 
voice 

God, will you not let us be happy? 

is there to be nothing but pain? 

I remain 

secluded in my room when the fog rolls over me, 

yet long, for her sake and for mine, 

to be outside dancing in the sun, 
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drawin; by Julie Cramer 
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Looking for her again this day. 
Visions glorious and grand 

From her knowledge would unfold, 
As she leads me through this 
Foreign land. 


Staggered clouds over wind-swept beach, 
Leaving tinsel-drops on the way, 
Rising up she is out of reach. 


Whispers, soft, veiled unclear. 

Traps set, yet so disguised, 

Perception evolving without fear 

Then beaten, from this perhaps 
never to rise. 


Squared circle may contain 
Clues of my submission to your reign. 


Images in abstract 

bring us no closer still. 
Symboled possession pact 
and exerted will. 


Chemistry reversed 
Elements flow nil. 
Compound, rehearsed 
Atoms congeal. 


The Book of Changes said, 
to a curious toss, 
Man/woman in union wed, 
Of hope — no loss. 


Trembling inside 

we grope for light. 
How can we hide 

from our shared plight? 


Our ways are tried 

though not really true. 
From selves have we shied? 
What to do? 


We live in tragic 
episodes and Night. 
There is no magic. 
Still we might... 


My silence 

came from 
courage. 

Yours? not 

even constraint. 
Darkness took 
and hid us 

as we walked. 
Darkness 

hid us. 


The Book of Changes said, 
to a curious toss, 
Man/Woman in union wed. 
Of hope — no loss. 


With a pair of eyes that never show 
the hue of your contentment 

You look once, then fleetly dance, 
though a stilted step, 

To a place not too far down the road 

Where my questions but not I go. 


Open the door, let me in, talk to me today, 
Open the door, let me out, I'm not here to stay 
Two steps backwards, only one up. 

Indifference, like war, dries love up. 


Stan Lanter 


Games, that's all we play my love and | 


We pass our lives in foolish jest 
And pray to God it rains 

The seasoned food, it has no taste 
Except of burnt cigars 

But come - and share - take my heart 
So | will lose all worth 

Keep me up to see the dawn 

Let the patterns flow 


Death - you win - | leave the game 
And journey on my own 

The master calls but does not speak 
My ears can hear no bells 

Oh love - my life - I cry for you 
And hope you do not see 

Le mort Le mort tous les de 

The choir so softly sings 

Waken to the merry tune 

And leave me on my own. 


The eyes - the blood - the reddened point 


Drives deep the pain of love 


The doctor speaks while deathmasks stare 


At walls they've seen before 


The broken nails of Christian thought 


Lie hidden in the night 
The stone is gone - the exits made 
And all must suffer sin 


| came, ideas in hand 

My torchlight burning bright 

| combed my hair and ate my food 
Thinking all was well 

Those who knew turned their heads 
To keep me from my worth 


And now my flesh has joined the earth 


To gain its deadly lore 
The funeral bells toll at the end 
The brainwashed soldiers march. 


Timothy Leland 


18, 


SATED 


Seedy stolen watermelon 

in feckless abandon under mimosa 
tree shade 

and a little while before that 
sugary belly-full 

contentment is born in upon the 
melon-thief as one fine lassitudinous 
giving up. 


SHELTER 


Hard uncontrolled lousy-wet winds sting 
me eyes and face in 

cold february rain though I tell me 
this rigor is great for vigor 

it is no good as all I want is 

no-rain, no-cold, no-wind and 

shelter. 


Richard Lietz 
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Old Waka 12/12/73 Gramville 


Sharks not bark, I woke up 
but they eat anything. while I was asleep. 
Only I didn't know I was awake. 
It didn't occur to me. 


Hat Haiku 

Give her my regards, Gloating 

And please try to get my hat, 

If you can do it. The Silent Frog 


does not approve, 
All the movement, 
spent energy. 


That Restless waste 
= across the pools 


ver the hill. 
It's something more difficult, “= 


Something more than Chat. The Silent Frog 
sticks back, 

Let me see that again, Bloating. 

With chat in mind, Floating. 


The endless wet and 
rough-clothen bodies splash. 
It is not an unordinary night. 


I Understand ‘att Ransom Long, III 


We drank some beer, 
A lot of beer. 

A whole lot of beer, 
Divinely wasted- 


I had a decision to make, 
But is it real? 
ITE you got Lt. 


Iwo feet, one feat, 
What you got? 


A definate range. 

Within limits, 

It can be measured on a scale, 
Somewhere between one and ten 


[I think, 
At least they tell me so, 


A haze, 

In Couch, 

Not quite feeling the rough edges, 
Nor che soft, 


drawings by Bill Carnes 


Droppings 


If time is a river thats flowing past, 
And to the end we'll come at last, 

Pray tell before we go, 
Which way does time flow, 


The old man has his coat and tie, 
The young man has his jeans, 

Aint it nice they're both the same 
In spite of what it seems, 


Bill Mansfield 


for adrtanne marcus 


sister, your 
ruthless honesty holds 
a moment of your life, 


and looks, unflinching-- 


puts tt down 
and ptcks up 
another, 


you tnvtte me to Look 


through your eyes, then 
Leave me there and look 
yourself, through another's, 


moses, colwnbus, 


your words, thetr eyes, 


sister, your 

truth burns cold light 
through dark words, 

my heart follows 

your syllables 

and you become 

what you say. 


Jeanette McClelland 


20. 


dravwima, by Hike DAVIS 


V 
GODOT 


He sat on the wall 
By the lake 

By the tree 

In the evening 
Waiting for Godot 
Or, so 

He said 

To me 

To each 

Who passed 
Although not many did, 


He sat waiting 
Not remembering 
Today 

Or yesterday 
Or tomorrow 
For what? 

Godot 

Or so 

He said. 


Jean McRae 


WITHIN 


Hatred, deep and dark, 
A cold black bitterness 


Unforgotten. 


short cinquain 


Oh Lady 

of the clouds, 

why do we have 

to cry in order 
to see? 


Mick Meisel 


Brother, lost, crushed under a hundred years, 


Forgive me. 


Forgive me and fight. 


David Miller 


Life 
Sprayed softly into the spring air, 
Added fragrance to one already there. 


Drifting slowly down on fragile objects, 
Settling deep into their cracks, 


Always there, but never realized -That 
special smell but never smelt. 


Now I see it as it falls, 
And I want to touch it for myself. 


The dust thickens, 
A tree drops its 
leaf 

on cold ground. 


Across the lake, 
A vobtéetiseheard , 


Viekt Mitchell 


TkP 


drawing by Tor Patterson 


2i. 


FOR THOSE WHO “OURN 


Who knows the thoughts that haunt your 
daydreams now 
When all the world vou see is four blank walls? 


What hidden nightmares does your mind allow 


Itself to dream when dismal hope is all 
Remaining in vour own unending fight 

Of Life and Neath, nature's eternal foe's? 

Can you detect your children's chilling fright 
Behind their mask of cheerful, smiling glows? 
The sleepless nights so filled with hopeless tears 
Does morning's light reflect them in their eyes? 
Your hope alone dispels their darkest fears- 

Is this vour gift to them, a brave disguise. 

And yet vour heart can hold no room for sorrow 
Nor feel the fear in knowning not tomorrow, 


TRAILWAYS' FINEST 


I clirh aboard a gleaming Trailwavs bus 

To meet the eyes of other dismal souls 

Who have no choice but ride while choking dust 
Destroys the lungs of all the driver's fold. 
The bathroan door unleashes putrid smells 
While babies cry and mothers do no care 

But jabber on to strangers with their tales Of 
gruesone details dull bevond compare. 

And then the drunk moves up to make sane time 
And trips among the trash along the aisle 

The driver yells a threat to keep in line 

Or else -— 'You might be walking for a while!" 
But when I'm off, I know I'll be back yet 
Because it gets me where I have to get. 


Helen Moseley 


We Are Walking 


male and female 
we are walking downtown 
navigating the throng 

being 
(the pedestrian side of the gutter) 


this it is happening 


late in the year 
the ceiling is gray 
we are bouncing 
making headway 
with footsteps to go 


and it happens like video tape 
fine scenes welling up in my pool 
like 
you and me 

a before and after 
breaking the surface 

warm and cold shifting 

about at will free 


my fingers find an elbow 
and we halt 
i drown your surprise in arms 
perform the act / hug / upon the concrete 


which a few of the passing notice 


this time to redden i refuse 
Fed Up 
i'm fed up 
in the flesh (examine the navel) 
you flesh 


dribbled off candle wax to form 
the oriental 
Potentially pure the luscious mind and body. 


but copyrighted to form a freezing 
frightened society 
and stamped in blue ink upon my rear 
(so thick in the airwaves) 


body body body 
prison 
listen listen again 
love let love 


or let go the muddy stick and drown 
floating downstream with the silent 
murky multitude 
Settling the delta of pale flesh; dead in the 


lunar light. 


22, 


2s. 


a tiny little boy 
three years old (or thereabouts) 
followed a baby bird 
from the backyard 
through the fence 
into the field 
where flowers and springtime were sweet 


and the little bird led 
his curious pursuer 
amongst the weeds 


finally the little boy 
hovered over the tiny frightened bird 
for a close look at last 


and the fist full rock fell so innocently 
upon the bird 
and it began a high broken squeal 
crying 
w/ spread 
wings 


a gasp of horror 
and the curious little boy was crushed also 


trembling he. must seek help for the creature 
Panic and Tears find big brother in the 
back yard 

and together they return to the field 
the little boy sobbing "he's dying" 

over and over 
they look 
but all is quiet 


they do not find it 


Jody Page 


ath 


For Brantley 


Spiders send chills up my spine. fe ee 
Joe loved spider webs & the dew. aS ce eal 
He drowned. 


I smoke cigarettes. 
My aunt quit. 


She died. 
I'm young. 
She's old. 


She's dying. 


I have three kidneys. 
Brantley has one... drawing by anonymous artist 


ilelen Read 


Off in the distance | see one lonely rider on a black steed. He has been wounded 
and his horse sweats blood, His clothes are dusty and fit ill. It seems that he has 
been riding for days. He picks his way among the rocks, the cactus, and sage. There 
are three rounds left in his gun and none on his belt. Even now his head lifts as he 
seems to sense the oncoming danger. 

He's seldom been heard to laugh and even less has he been seen to smile. His eyes 
are quick and his hand causes many to grimace; even the best eyes water. 

He'll ride for four days and nights and do it again after 3 hours rest for the 
one he loves, 


Tom Ross, 3/7/74 
Terror is a thought 
I get from a word, 
Starlight Slyly pouncing and then scraping 
from an unsusnecting tongue, 
Friend, don't be fooled by that streetlight. Leave Screaming in my head, 


its reach and come with me, "This is it! It will always be so." 

We'll cross through these woods So what! 
and into that field yonder. So constant, so erratic, so fast, so slow, 

Yes, it's much darker here. Should I cry, should I quit? 

Got to watch your step — there's no path, No, you wouldn't want that... 

But listen — can you hear it? Would you? 

Can you hear the trees Forgive me, now the thought is long gone. 
as they softly shed their load of snow? Forgive me, 


Forgive me. 
Here's the field now — the going is much easier, - 
And now Friend, are you ready? Debbi Schneider 
Look up, Friend, to the sky — to the stars, 
What? You never saw so many stars? 
They're there, Friend, always there. 


Friend, can you hear the silence? 
Can you taste the cold and feel the stars? 
Friend, do you know now? 


leave the streetlight _. 
oe nd stand under the starlight? 


Rosemary Rowe 


Flying dewn 
over the ro 
lafter excited no sleeping might ) 
the & am. Seplember dark of “North Cavolina 
Folds its secrets 
and its pine trees 
away from the headlights 


the bus stops; 


then canctiovsly crosses the railroad tracks. 
so many tracks on this road ! 
25 ey 30 he sard and 
the Z hour drive 


becomes a HY hour dream 
Sailing on, 
sleep evading me 
I write inthe dark fo pass the time- 


impressions are fo 
with an hour of § cep 


and the tired Specimins oF humanst 
sharing thebas 


float in oblivsvon 
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drawing by Julie Cramer 


Reply 40 Stuark (muse poem 71) 
—yov can't brown-nose any kind-of muse 
if ov don't have Something to write wi bl, i= 
the muse byt, 
as Muses do z 
laleng thunderstotrs> 
half. wity thot pi thedpestgathe lakes 


mica Surface 


into sheets 
hen the lightening FI 
but by the time joer ashed 
T dripped into the library 


Phnom iy coh 3 
(along with m poem ) 
— later 4 ov asked me 
"what is this poem about?” 
‘ bry ing 40 find a pen : 
" bn tel” 
“Quite” _ 


Muse Poem *2 


All ye who quest For She air door 
on the mountain- top- 
slop looking , pretentious Fools ! 
ill you need 16 that oi| can in your hand 
don’ thold i+tin your self - 
le bot pour on the paper 
(manna for the ynasses ) 
they fove you for the feeling 
not the words. 


Alizobeth Scott 


Qne can Live too much alone. 


cons wit ive you 


Company for your loneliness, 


LIKE A NATURAL MAN 


Hung up instead of straight. 

Must pull out before it's too late. 
Flash, FLASH. eoeoe y 

Drop a hundred feet a second. 

Kicked the habit, 

And the Blues have jumped the "Rabbit" 
And brought him down ten miles, 

And placed him in forgotten peace. 


He lay down, 
And cried 11ke a natural man. 


ai. 


MAN : THE IMMORTAL 


And man made God 

In his own image, 

And gave thanks to himself 
For the earth he trod. 


I think the most beautiful sound in the world 

Is the laughter of pretty girls and little children 
Sanetimes, you sound like both, 

And sometimes you 2re, 


Richard Stephens 


photograph by in McRae 


28, 


When she ieft the room 
with my love in her arms 
| weighed more than life 
and less than death. 


She keeps her finger on the scales, 


Screwed tight into 
eight stones of hard flesh 
(Vanity) 
he marks the silver watch dangling 
from the magician's finger 
(Vanity) 
crying granite tears, 
(All is (deadly, dull) vanity) 
his eyes sparking hopeful ligtning, 
(Yes) 
he awaits 
(All is vanity and) 
the earth's answering rumble, 
(A striving after wind) 


WORDS TO BEETHOVEN'S 5th 


| 
Fred Astaire can't dance to 
3 kazoos and jew's harp. 
He can't dance to Beethoven either 


1 
Oranges naturally supercede 
Avocados as grapes transcend 
Raisins. Father before Son. 


tnstrumental bridge 


drawing by Julie Cramer 


Hl 
Dante Aligheri, Dante Aligheri, 
Dante Aligheri, Dante Aligheri, 
John Milton, John Milton, 
John Milton, John Milton, 
Johann \lolfgang von Goethe, Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, 
Johann wolfgang von Goethe, Johann Wolfgang von Goethe. 
Shadows, giants, men 


IV 
|, Beethoven, declare myself. 
Let it be} 
THE BIG FINISH! 


Stuart Svatn 


Song: for B, B. 


I prefer being alone at the edge 

of a timeless field, and the muted songs 
of fall, yes, and winded trees, rumning 
shadows across the river's turning flow, 
These days are like women; the gentle 
fingers of darkness trace feminine forms 
on the window glass, 

and blossom in the lamp's wild fire. 
The perfect moth's wing is like my skin 
beneath that paper edge, the viens 

run transparent, a heartbeat; the 
thudding smash against the window's 
blind face, 


I don't cry for moths aymore— 

yet each crumpled wing holds me 

in it's beautiful damage; 

wildly my hands thrash the winded night. 
Am I a flver? 


I would flutter in colored circles 
for love light, and crush my 

wings against the sun 

with such love? 


Winding Down 


The remaining places console 

the useless continuance: 

Farm houses broken and 

tilted in early cold; a ground fog moves 
listless, surrounding 

the houses and woods dark 

violent. Try to see the shadow 

of your despair—-vet not too closely, for 
proximity, nearness delicately shreds 
the heart. 


A road=-my road=—-winds down 

through this watching wood; sounds 

of the darkening, of secret creatures 
reverberate the clay, slowing the step. 
~Do not stray. The mind will find 

only an absence: so total and consuming 
the shapes of my woods, Alone, going 
endless the small circles of this 

road, this house. 


liow can I be sure 

what places are left to me? 
The house looses itself 

in a camplete descent of 
night, or is it the woods 
swallowing all, and softly. 


Painting 


Across the field only sound, 
stillness in time. 
Telephone lines drawn out 
taunt and singing 

against the sudden grey. 


A stand of maple 

burning red, 

betraying the desent 

of cold. The black earth 
rises up to the horizon; 
blackbirds float 

on the edge of the world. 


The bamns, sagging, broken now, 
the passing of sumer, 
enclosing silence, 

Cows saunter restlesslv: 

dark, simple silhouettes 

in tne last light. 


The house endures--vellow 
windows finger the night. 

A slowing of movement, breathless 
as the boy returns 

the warm milk foaming, sloshing 
in the heavy bucket. 


Our Madonna of the Parking Lot The 


cinders rise out of her eyes, 
Seething over the parking lot, and cars 
Obtusely warm, twitching, combustion clicks. 
Upstaris she waits, bartering the 
shadows-—Presently transfixed, and gently laid 
open--Simple approaching disgust, nameless, 
Like a bleeding cough, The house angles her 
Descent, deepens her perfunctory blush, 
And practiced slide of hand. Breathing gin, 
Fingering proffered cigarettes, she is 
Madonna of the Apperture, guiltless, 
Forgiven. ‘The phonograph relents— 
Clicks and silence: she is made whole 
With the loss of sound, Reclining, 
Barely disturbing conterpane, each drop 
Of blood wildly flails before night, 
Winding down, consumes her, blankly, 
And passive, The mistress channels the men 
Up and droning the parking lot, with nervous 
Gestures, Chaplinesque stumbles and creased bills 
Plucked in advance. A cry here of dispair, 
Clutching minute hand, that preceded it with 
A counterpane, a glass of gin, She diffuses 
Such love, these obligatory entrances, and her 
Secrets, mmbled in desperation, are born away 
liomeward, like spring flowers, or a sampler 
Bitten once then stored. Sirply spent, broken, 
She repents the final invasion, . observes 
Daintily parking lot cinders and distruhances 
Across the counterpane. With smoothing hand, 
The ruffles wave out, and flatten the weight 
Of her damp hair, obstructing one eye, 
The vision hazy at the corners, the emty 
Parking lot circling, heat wafting, the single 
Line of her horizon, With no thought of 
Ascendance, she levels herself with the moon's 
precise glowing-—-the filtered light, and 
Throbbing leaves—that darken each vigilance, 
And lash her white ascent, heartless, and 
Contented, lost perhans, wandering In 
search of the empty parking lot. 


drawing by Tan Patterson 


The Onen 


Yr eyes drew in the sun 
like mirrors, 
the blue 
expioding in yr irises, 
You knelt that sunmer 
to dig the hard, greying earth. 


Yet nothing came~—no lush, 
dreamed-of flowers 

rising to annoint the calloused 

silhnouettee 

of yr hands, An omen, unseen-— 

despised, 
for surely all that is love 
would continue, you said. 


Holding to the tangle 
of yr body, breathing rushed 
like small tides rising, 

I believed 
it was so, 
Know 
I believed 


Tim Tourtellotte 


3\. 


?rom a Bus Somewhere Between Laurinburg & Atlanta 
And Feb. 1 & Feb. 2, 1974 


The old road home seems morbidly strange 
From the tinted green world of this Greyhound bus. 


I'm just a stranger passing through the night 
On the sunny glared road of Yester-Drive home. 


Friendly little fruitsetands and even K.F.C. seem, 
Fiendishly green, and not so, 
"Finger lickin’ good," 


I'm in a movte, or out of one, where 
The bus station nobody says, 

"This bus gotn' t' Chee’ raw?" 
Instead of "Sheraw" like everyone 
I know says tt. 


Just nine more hours of the five hour drive 
And tf thts lady in back of me who 

Can't get her throat or nose cleared 

Does that horrible snort one more time, 

I'm gotng to go crazy. 


I think I'll smoke my ptpe. 


My Merry Heart 


To love my Mary ts to live my dreans 
That cover many miles of time and space, 
To occupy my weakened mind, tt seems, 
To fill my lonely heart with dancer's grace. 
No lovelter could beauty be to my 
Oum eyes. To feel as if my soul were free; 
To talk, to lift me from myself and fly. 
Her comfort ts the beauty that I see. 
From emptiness my lonesome stomach churns 
A rush of tears, Erupting from my heart, 
Exploding through my veins. My eyes tt burns 
To shed my salty passton from the dark, 
The day that I will be with her again, 
No happter wtll my heart have ever been, 


Jimmy Thwaite 


32. 


getting 


saints 


ape hanging 


on the rope of fidelity 
sunglasses 


America 
in 
"Me and H," 
After drinking 
around the corner 
we fell 
and laughed. 
For a while 
shaped 
like the ground 
we laughed on, 
Sandy Vakos 


down 


a billboard illustrating two hollywood 
laughing 


of day with a quadruped epileptic 


O the world 
began after the break 
He was facing 
ready to devour 
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33. 


transition 


drifting into the faceless world of 


beyond 
alien ideas picking at your mind 
as you fall into Day 
the pit 
sitting on the border of time 
Spinning around head over heels waiting; wanting to go in reverse 
loosening your grip but always going forward 
as your feet 
become rooted watching the sun rise 
your elongated body begins to sprout illuminating the trees that are 
arms becoming limbs fully pregnant with nothing 
your face turning green 
as the day progresses the sun gets old 
by the next rain it begins to fade and disappear 
you are new life it is gone as life soon is 


A Winner Every Time 


the blankness of 
dream takes over 
the mind drifts 
through a millenium of 
time as the subconcious 
is master of reality 
floating into an endless 
ocean of blue 
toward a place of no end 
the ice cream vendors 
and bubble gun 
reappear 
the calliope in the distance 
and the constant 
"step right up and try your luck' 
as the rumbling wheels 
go whizzing behind you 


Terry Winborne 


these poems first appeared in CALLIOPE, 
a ltterary magazine from North Cross 
School tn Roanoke, Virginta, STAR=WEB 
PAPER makes grateful acknowledgement. 


cancer 
spotted daisies, 
dotting 

mountains in the 
cold; 

the sun 

goes down, 

and darkness 

hides them from 
people, 

thinking of 
sunshine 

and things 

that make you smile. 


TRIAD 
she, leaves 
me, on 
when the 
full trees 
are in 
flowering stages; 
like the 
only morning, 
crystal clear 
in daytime, 
the moment 
sunlight cried. 


have we 

passed the point, 
the canopy bed, 
passed, 

waiting for 

a landmark 

we have known 
to rest 

and be 

at home 

once again? 


we know 
the dusty 
tastes, and 
wonder why they tease 
us as they do. 


5% 


The Fall 


Towards 
silver in her 
anger does 
she climb. 
Towards shining steel 
That boasts 
a victor's claim. 


Among the 
shattered glasses 
of her 
folly, 
there lives her 
emptied form; 
gone lame, 


Charles Wrenn, Jr. 


dravings lov Julie Cramer 
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WINDBREAKER 


John Clary moved in maybe two years 
after we did which gave us plenty of 
time to have explored all the trees and 
wood in the area. But let me explain 
it to you. 

We lived in a residential section of 
Miami with houses on one acre lots. 

!t wasn't one of those crowded suburbs 
that line up houses and give each kid 
enough space to lie down until his bro= 
ther's turn comes, Billy Lionel's 

house is like that. But there were woods 
we call the dense jungle. The other 

was the windbreakerss 

The windbreakers was a very special 
place for anyone who went there. My 
mom went there too. One time after the 
accident my brother Jay came running in 
and told me he saw Mom walking into 
them. | told him to run get Steve who 
is another one of mv brothers but we 
never made it there. 

The minute vou walk into them you 
have to start whispering. Maybe that's 
whv they call them whispering pines. 

We would all be running and laughing and 
fighting battles with each other until 
we reached the windbreakers, Everv time 
we stopped before we went in. 

After you were inside there was no- 
thing from the houses vou could hear. 
There were no other plants in the wind- 
breakers besides the whispering nines. 
The ground was covered with pineneedles 
and there was always shade. We used to 
go there when it got real hot after school 
because it was always cool and we could 
Tle down. We used to build things there 
too. Forts, traps, and tree houses 
were easv to make, 

We built traps mostly for wild 
animals but the only thing wé ever 
caught was a scorpion that bit Coleman 
Smith and he had to qo to the hospital. 
The best trap we ever thought up (act- 

tually Robbie Mueen thought if up but he 
would never try it out so we won't Say 
that it's his trap) was the Tarzan 
trap. & mamed jt because | added the 
swinging rope to it. 

| would draw you a picture of it 
but my mom never saw it until after [ft 
broke. Anyway, there were two big trees 
about seventy-five feet tall that were 
the first step. You climbed up until 
you got to the gangplank which was forty 
Feet up (Arthur Dolson had a tape fhea- 
sure), The rope was tiled to the other 
blg tree about fifteen feet higher than 
the gangolank, 

The second step was two long Skin» 
ny smaller trees with no big limbs on 
them, When you swung down from the gang= 
plank you grabbed onto the first skinny 
tree about thirty feet up. You had to 

let go of the rope real fast because the 
tree would snap it back like a Slingshot, 
Once you got on the skinny one you swung 
around to the other side to make ft 
bend, [t started bending over pretty 
fast when you got to the second tree 
and you just Stepped on a mediuimest zed 
limb and went all the way to the found, 
All this happened real Fast and From the 
gangplank to the ground took an average 


of eleven-and-a-half seconds (Arthur 
had a stopwatch too). 

Why we called it a trap is that we 
would catch people with it. We would 
pretend we were Tarzan and swing down and 
catch criminals. 

John Clary didn't get along with 
many of tne kids and | think it was 
mostly my fault. I! was the oldest and 
| didn't like him so no one in my group 
liked him (there were twelve of us and 
four of us were brothers). One day we 
thought up of something to do that we 
hadn't done for a few months. 

What we would do is get, eight of us 
to bring black sheets to the windbreakers 
about eight o'clock at night. The four 
others couldn't come out after dark. 
| would climb ‘to the gangplank and lie 
down so no one could see me. The others 
would lie down behind trees and piles 
of pineneedles. ‘When someone who didn't 
know about it came through they would 
make noises like gorillas and jump up 
with their sheets over them stomping 
their feet. If this didn't make the 
person run they would throw stones and 
branches at him which never failed. The 
windbréakers is a spooky place at night. 

Well, Arthur Dolson .somehow con- 
vinced John to come to the windbreakers 
at eight fifteen, Arthur had a watch so 
every five minutes he would tell everyone 
what time it was, About five til eight 
we got in our places, | stayed up on 
that gangplank for a least a half-an- 
hour before | started to climb down, 
| got to the thirty feet mark when | heard 
the gorilla sounds, |! tried to get back 
up fast enough but | saw John running to- 
ward my tree too soon, So ! jumped up 
to the rope from the thirty-five feet 
mark and grabbed it. 

| shouldn't have grabbed the rope 
wnere | did because there was ten feet 
of slack so that you could get it back 
up to the gangplank, | grabbed the end 
of the rope and | remember the weirdest 
feeling, | knew something bad was gojng 
to happen but fit was almost neat because 
1 scrunched up iny face and held tight 
riding atrafght down. 

My mother is crying now but she crjes 
alot wien |! talk to her, Especjally when 
| -rémember my group, Most of the group 
still says !'m leader and every week- 
meeting they come to ak my advice, 

Anyway, the thing that hurt most 
's wnen all the slack was taken up, | 
don't know wny | thought that |! was going 
to be pulled straight back up when the 
Fopé got to its end, | should have 
reméinperéd that the rope was tied to the 
other trée and that | was going to be 
jerked s!deways almost, [t hurt so much 
| alfiost let go but I've never fallen 
cut of a trée or tet go of anything that 
| didn't want to, My head snapped to the 
side wnen the tree slung me and jt fejt 
like tt was lying on my shoulder, | 
could still see and when the tensjon was 

yone From the rope | knew when to leat go 
so | could slow myself down on the 
skinny trees, 

| wanted to let go but something 
made me hang on so | hit the First 
skinny tree still holding on to the rope, 


Nothtng really hurt me. | bent the first 
tree too much and heard it break right 
when the big tree shot me toward:it. | 
just barely remember hitting the trunk, 
All | remember jis John Clary dragging me 
home by my arms and he was crying all the 


time. 
It's weird waking up in the hospital 


when you don't even remember going there. 
My mom was there and | didn't feel good. 
| asked her if | could go to the bathroom 
and | guess she had been asleep because 
when | spoke she jumped up and started 
crying. | knew she was crying about me, 
but | didn't want to tell her not to 
because | was afraid | would have started 
crying too. So | didn't say anything. 
She told me | had been asleep for four 
days and | didn't believe her but all | 
did was shake my head. 

That was when | felt weirdest of all 
because | was only using the muscles in 
my neck (my mom told me that later) and 
not anywhere else. | tried to get up 
but | could only think about it and not do 
‘it. That's when | needed to be sick and 
tried -to talk again. | started crying 
a second before | threwup and it got all 
over my mom's arm, | felt so bad | 
cried for a long time, 

Being paralyzed isn't as bad as some 
of the books would make you think it is. 
You can still laugh and eat and see and 
hear and most of all talk. | really like 
to talk alot more than | used to and | 
really have fun talking to people and 
giving advice to my group. 

My mom told me to tell the story 
like | was talking to a friend who 
didn't know about it. She told me to 
act like she wasn't there and she'd 
write everything down but now she's 
crying alot more and | don't feel very 
good, I'd rather talk about football. 
Besides, John is coming over to play 
checkers and the score'S tied at twenty- 
one games each. Of course he moves for 
both of us but we both have fun, 


Mtke Fletcher 


Oracular Flag-burntng 


"Yesstrreeebobtatleat I can do whate 
ever I want because this ts a free country 
and I ltve here and I'm an American cittzen 
of Georgta and just because I'm six doesn't 
mean I'm not." 

Pattent eyes gazed at his daughter/ 
son as she strutted in a figure etght 
about the bedroom, Gentle fingers played 
with an undone tte. He sat on the edge 
of an aging chatse-Lounge whtch had 
belonged to hts mother's mother, He 
looked relaxed but not complacent, Mason, 
named after the same .grandnother, wore 
cut=off kacky shorts and a flannel pa- 
jama top. On the pocket of the shirt 
was an tnstgnia which read "Pee-Wee- 
Leagues of Amertca." The rematnder of 
the top was decorated with pink and blue 
baseball gloves and bats. One U.S. Ked, 


laceless, flopped rhythmically as she spoke, 


Not once did she look at her father. 


"Freedom ts a complex theory, honey- 
one, that you may not understand until 
you'ré ag old as I," 

"No. We studied it today with Miss 
Ennts. So tt's the truth, Besides Ellis 
Godwall's father ts a lawyer and he came 
to vistt us at school and told us everys 
thing. I just might want to go to the 
park and I just mtght want to go to the 
ereek or the rope-- Heck, I just might 
want to kick Mitch in the peenie and I 
could because the United State of North 
Amertea its free and I live here. You 
know anything about religtous freedom?" 

"Now hold on a minute little lady, 
I've warned you about kicking your older 
brothers. You are forgetting about 
respect for other wtth your tdeas on 
freedom, Just because we live ina 
Democracy does not mean we have the right 
to hurt one another or sttck our 
toungues at the President," 

Suddenly the little body stopped at 
the top of the figure etght now showtng 
on the rug. She turned slowly towards 
her father who rested tn sock feet still 
Fondling his tte. Her eyes, glaring in 
atx year old defiance, zeroed tn on his. 

Tuo bony elbows now protruded from evther 
stde of her rib cage as she dug her 
fingers into her tin vatst, Feet turned 


at forty-five degree angles towards each 


other, z2tpver doum, she quietly proceeded 
to sttck out her tongue, an atom bomb of 
membrane, After a ten second vacuum of 
starting his hand lost their gentleness 
and he began to undo his black leather 
belt. As she saw the left end of the 
snake disapvear through the last loop 

she began to get some tdea of the kind 
of "respect" her father had spoken of. 

"Come to your father," 

The tonque remained outside its 
cavity but no lonaer tn erection, The 
confident arms now hung limp by her 
undeveloped hives as she approached the 
stranger on the sofa. The onlu sound 
was the single flop of the loose ked 
and the intake of one small breath, 

"Turn around," 

As she turned away she saw the 
oak bed tn whtch she snuggled 
so many nights wtth the varents., It was 
very foreign to her now. It was only a 
bed for two hunan beings she happened 
to ltve wtth, 

"Do you know why I'm doing this?" 

Her nod said yes, 

Quickly and neatly there was a clap 
of leather on flesh as the belt streaked 
across her calves, 

; Not bothering to ltsten for the 
familtar words "Go to your room", she 
darted through the adjotning bathroom and 
slarmed all doors in a matter of seconds, 
Weeping silently, she erawled up on the 
dresser-drawers and looked into the 
mirror at the red strtpe across the back 
of her legs. As the tears began to subs» 
stde she recognized her brother's voice 
Just outstde the door: 

"I sltced an onion and ate it ton 

But I'd have to peel a hundred to 

ery like you." 

With all the strength her defeated 
sean muster she screamed through 

yhole... 

"It's a free country iddinit?" 

MeJissa Tufts 
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PEACHY O'HARA & THE DAM' STRAWBERRY PHOSPHATE 
)Sodey Ftn, Dialogue for Old Woman & Young Girl ( 


INTRO, DUCK, SHUN: 


They's a ftn, on Main St. flowing deep & wide (flowing oh so cleep & clide, 
devaney) as in olden days the younguns'd stop off on their way home from 
school for carbonated concoctions & a friendly chat w/ the beloved pro- 
prietress, Ms. Peachy O'Hara, whom we all know & love. Here alice eee 

; ; - Brinson, sashaying through the door (tne. 
sem nos swget little Cingenttey smashed’ through after stealing a Butterfing 


ger from the candy counter last July) with her book satchel... 


CINDERELLA: 
Buenos dias, “iz O'Hara, I'll have a dam' strawberry phosphate. 


PEACHY: 
Lord,,Child, where'd you get all that money? 


CINDY: 

My daddy give it to me, On 2nd thought, make that a large bright essence of 
Cal-donia instead of that dam' strawberry phosphate. Don't allow that rab-bit 
to guzzle it into the drain & nip it in the bud & chew on the glass. You 
know,;ya gotcha catfish, ya gotcha red snapper, ya gotcha air base. 


PEACH: 

Why, honey-lamb, yon rabbit got the rheumatiz. Ain't gonna mess w/ you, 
CINDY: 

Mix that sombitch up. | gotta get movin. Homework, ya know. 

PEACH: 


Of course you do, sweety pie, ‘'IECTAR OF THE GODS STRAINED THRU A WICKER 
CHAIR & SPICE W/ WINTER GRASS FROM THE CALLIER'S LAYN, You have done made 

a wise choice, a wise choice (PEACHY WHISTLES ''BRUGHTEN THE CORNER WHERE 
YOU ARE'', THEN ASIDE SAYS): My rabbit sits quiet 'neath the counter awaiting 
the coming of night, at which time he will become a petrified bat, a soaring 
marsupial, a marmalade wombat feeding on thoughts that voluntary move 
har-monious numbers. Ha! 


CINDY: 

Cloud the ghost, tote barge & lift bail. From tlatchez to Mobile, from Memphis 
to St. Joe, fom Albany to BuffaJo to the futherest reach of human wisdom, titi 
llars of dam' Hercu-dam'-les! |! will swig down a saucer of that divine liquid 
& elevate my soul to the height of the ceiling fan, Sot ta, got ta, nana na, 


PEACH: 

Tell me,,how's your mother's vertiqo & scrofula? 
CINDY: 

She's laid up, Miz O'Hara, she's... 

PEACH: 


Call me Peachy. 


CINDY: 
Peachy.She's layin' around in bed al] day eating cat food, watchin! 
re runs of ''I Love Lucy'! 


PEACH: 
Land sakes alive: Samurai warriors &wi Id dam'horses couldn't drag that Oman 


Fromthat TV set. 


CINDY: 
TV set my hind foot !She has got TY, shows on the backs of her eyelids, >! ts around 
{ ike adam'hyena. 


in the dark w/ aCo-Cola Shas the time of her Dam' life, Laughs 
Youougntta see it, tiz0' ... Peachy. 


PEACH: 
Well, like they say, 'Wwe are the hollow mens; we are the stuffed turkey, 
we are Spotey Cordell." iloo boy, | tell YOU! {ts a mess, ain't it, Suzz. 


CINDY: 
A mess in this world. !f | had the energy & not so dam' much homework 


I'd mount the dam' pulpit & preach it to the high heavens: You take a 
baseball, you take a basketball], you roll ‘em; which one gets there 
first (7), they both get there at the same time; which one turns over 
the most times (7), baseball. Okay, same w/ tires. 


PEACH: 
A-a-amens You said a mouth-dam'- full, little lady: 


CINDY: 
i swonny, ‘liz Peachy. Like | was tellin' Artie Sapp the other day, gato 


_escalado de agua fria huye. 


* PEACH: 
Lord have mercy, child, how is old Artie? | ain't seen him in a) a month 


of Sundays, b) a coon's age, c) nigh onto 49 years. 


CINDY: 
Oh, he aheright. Got him a fever blister on his lip big as a dam' punkin'. 


Tom Patterson, January 1374 
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by HARRY MART 


The Wink Button 


It was Geraldine's third visit to Camp Wood, 
She remembered having pitched tent there as a 
child and again on their tour in the spring of 
sixty-five. Her father, Amos Faith, was asnake- 
handler and she had left him when she was 
nineteen and bought Ricky in Jacksonville shortly 
thereafter. She figured that unless yougot on 
the radio you were not really doing theLord's 
work because you had to reach those folks unwi 1] 
ing to go to the tent. Her daddy was soold- 
fashioned, even though he did defang his rattlers, 

Ricky was cedar and the man in Jacksonville 
said he would ''live'' a hundred years if Geraldine 
put this of] on him. That cost adollar twenty 
three and Ricky cost twenty-five eighty-nine 
because of accessories. He wore alittle black 
suit and some real shoes, child's size thirteen, 
and a wrist watch. If you tookoff his shirt the 
re was a red heart tattooed--painted--on his chest 
that said, ''l love JesusChrist.'' At qatherinags 
Ricky would whine out, 

"Wanna see my heart?'' Everybody got a charge out 
of that hecause Ricky was so cute. 

Geraldine had never heard one of her own 
broadcasts because they were all live. 
Conse-quently, she never contemplated the effect 
of ventriloquism over a radio, which consisted of 
a shift from her normally nasal voice to the 
abnormally nasal voice of Ricky. Of course, Ricky 
said all the cutest things because he 
was really the star of the show. All day long for 
three days Geraldine and Ricky would have their 
broadcast and then Saturday night there would be a 
revival at the fairgrounds, Geraldine's manager, 
Jacob Hartley, thought that was the best 
arrangement since Friday was payday. Then they 
would be on the road 
Sunday and Monday. Tuesday thev would set 
up and straighten all the details. 

Posters were to be hung up all over town, 
Hartley paid some little colored boys a quarter 
apiece to put the posters on selected telephone 
poles and in certain store windows around town, He 
hung a banner across Main Street that said 
"Geraldine and Ricky, elcome to Camn ‘Jood,'' There 
were crosses on the ends of the banner, Then Hart] 
ey had to go down and firm up the arrangements 
with the radio station, Themerchants carried the 
same advertisements as on regular days because 
everybody in range listened, Then the station got 
a ten percent commission, which was often over a 
hundred dollars in some towns that size. So they 
were anxious to cooperate. 

Geraldine sat in the trailer all day 
Tuesday drunk with Ricky, Sometimes she would 
study her script and she always kept it by her 
chair in case Hartley came in unexpectedly. She _ 
was drunk every week from late Saturday night ¢j]] 
Tuesday. Jim Mitchell, a young man from the 


radio whom she had met in sixty-five, came by 
and had to knock ten minutes before she would go 
to the door. When he entered the trailer, she 
grabbed up Ricky by the neck and placed him iny:, 
box after kissing the little dummy lightly on the 
check, Then she pressed his wink buttany he 
shut one eye.: She stuck the box under 

the other bed where it remained until she woke up 
at eight o'clock p.m. Jim was gone and 

Hartley was fixing some canned soup. She 
retrieved Ricky from the casket and placed hims, 
his little straw chair. 


"1 told him you was here, Gerry,’ said a 
sissy voice from the kitchen. ~ 
"You shut up callin' me Gerry. | ain't 

Gerry and | never was Gerry. And when my 


Hh 


‘father started callin' me Gerry, | left him to 
starve; so shut up!'' She turned to the dumny, 
"Ain't that right, Sugarlamb?" 


"Anyhow, how much did he give you?" asked 
the same monotonous sissy voice, 
"Don't worry, I'll give you yourn, Whatcha 


fixin'?" 
housecoat and lit a cigarette. 
really drunk any more, 

"Tomater soup,"' 

She leaned- over and picked up Ricky and 
started punching his wink button, which was 
concealed behind his left ear. ''You gotta get 
yo'self fixed up 'cause tomorrow we go on,'! 

"One of the preachers here got him a dummy 
name Sue after we was here last time. | wrote 
you in some stuff for that. I think it would be 
sweet if Ricky flirts with her on the radio, 
Isaiah Lumpkin over to the Church of God. He's 
a real good friend of mine and he's gonna work 
with us free," 

Geraldine had wandered into the kitchen and 
was leaning against the refrigerator, ''You say 
he's a friend of yourn?'' She started laughing 
like a horse and then let her forehead rest on 
her palms. ''l hate you, Jacob Hartley, and one 
of these days you're gonna wake up dead," 

'Nlow Gerry, you signed a contract. 
made you sign it," 

"Shut un your goddamn mouth before | 
knock ever one of them rotten teeth out!!! 

"atch your temper." 

Seraldine was outraged. She slammed the kitchen 
door and stormed into a separate roon, the door of 
which she locked, She 1 it another cigarette and 
turned out the light. The little red spot moved ina 
ninety degree arc, and at the top it brightened just 
enough to i] luminate her face, Finally the 
cigarette was gone and there was si lence except for 
vaque soul music in the next trailer and the 
sporadic clanging of pans in the kitchen. 


She slipped into a mustard-colored 
She was not 


Nobody 


"Good morning, ladies and gentlemen. Anda 
happy birthday to Annie Bee Carter, who is 
forty-seven and also best “ishes to little 
Billy Lawrence. He'll be six at seven:twelve 
this morning. Let's see; that's one hour and 
twelve minutes away. Happy birthday to vou; 
happy birthday to you; hapny birthday, 3i]llyand 
Annie; happy birthday to you.'' All the radios 
sang cheerfully that morning, although the 
"Billy and Annie!'' was quite strained, 

"Today we have a special treat. ‘“eraldine 
Faith, one of the hardest-working servants the 
Lord has ever had, is with us, with her d-- 
friend=--Ricky. Geraldine?!! 

"Thankmsyou, Wayne, | wanta sav I'm happy 
to be alive this wonderful day which the Lord 
hath made," 

"This ain't the day which the Lord hath 
made; this is ‘lednesday,'' 

"Ricky, the Lord makes all. days and the 
Lord punishes all blasphemers. "Seek and ye 
shall find,""' 

The disc jockey took the microphone, '"Je 
certainly are lucky to have you, “Seraldine. Now 
that I've introduced you, | think 1'll turn over 
the program to you. But first let's hear from 
Catawba County Savings and Loan,'! 

He flipped a couple of switches. ''Geraldine, 


when that there light comes on, you start.'' It 
in 

was amazing how his voice had changed. |'m 

going downto the cafe," 


Geraldine was used to running a radio 
program and Hartley knew everything about 
electronics. He was standing across the room 
talking to Isaiah Lumpkin, who was making his 
dummy wave frantically at Ricky. Geraldine 


pushed his wink button and at that same moment 
the red light came on, 

"We're back, Ladies and gentlemen, boys 
and girls, pets, toys, Ricky is making eyes at 
a real, perty.girl over yonder, Ricky, why 
don't you see if she wants to come over and talk 
with us,?!! 

"I'm too shy.'' It was the same voice as the 
first almost, but more twangy. 

"Oh, no you're not.'' She looked over 
toward Hartley and Isaiah Lumpkin and the little 


freckle-face dummy, ''What's your name, 
Sweetie?" 

Isaiah Lumpkin hurried over to the micro- 
phone. ''Name Sue.'' It was horrible. He was 


going to ruin the show, 

"Let me speak for her,'' she whispered to the 
skinny, smiling preacher, She turned her 
attention to the microphone, ''What was that, 
Ricky? Ricky was whispering to me, folks, and 
he has something he wants to tell you," 

"] wanta get married in a church," said 
the little dummy's voice. 

"You said it, Ricky. That's the onliest 
decent place to get married, God has to 
consecrate it and that's the onliest place to 
consecrate it.'' She looked over to Hartley for 
approval, He was silently clapping his hands, 
and Isaiah, Lumpkin was making a circle with the 
thumb and index finger of his right hand. 

"Because |'m mature,'' finished Ricky. 

"Sue, what do you think about that?'' asked 
Seraldine, contemplating the voice to give Sue, 

"He ain't nothin' but a baby,'' It was 
almost the same as Ricky's voice, but falsetto. 
"But | do think you oughta get married ina 
church by a preacher of the gospel.'' 

Hartley and Isaiah Lumpkin had moved into 
a side room that was soundproof, but there was 
a window through which they could watch the act. 
Above the door there was a radio turned low, so 
they could hear what was going on, too, 
Geraldine spent the greater part of the day 
making conversation for the three and advertis- 
ing the revival Saturday night. Soon after she 
had begun, Hartley and Isaiah-Lumpkin walked out 
for a tour of the town, 

Percy MacBraid, plow salesman and deputy 


sheriff, was listening in down at his place. He 
remembered how Amos Faith had come into town 
back when Truman was president. That was before 
his son Tommy was drafted for the Korean War. 
And Amos Faith filled his wife so full of 
liquor she didn't know what she was doing. It 
wasn't Dolly's fault, It couldn't have been her 
fault. She was the best wife any man could have 
until Amos Faith came along. And then Tommy was 
drafted and killed in the Korean War, and 
everything happened so fast that they had to 
take her off to ‘tilledgeville. Even though he 
had a pretty new wife and two children, he 
remembered the incident as though it were 
yesterday, People still said that :Percy 
MacBraid's wife cheated on him, That could 
never be erased with her in Milledgeville, 
still alive, and with all the talk. But, 
buddy, he would sure love to beat Amos 
Faith's little girl up good, ''Geraldine 
Faith, Geraldine MNud,'' he said aloud, 

The ventriloquist's concessions at the 
radio station ended at six that afternoon 
after an exhausting day. She found that it 
was much harder to enact three voices than 
two. Hartley was waiting for her. in the 
soundproof room and Isaiah Lumpkin still had 
that silly grin pasted on his face. 

"You were great, young lady. | 
remember back last time you were here and 
you started me with Sue, and you were good then; 


as. 


but now you're great.'' She handed him Sue and 
smiled briefly as she walked down the steps to 
the parking lot, where Hartley had parked. the 
Chevy. 

When they got back to the trailer, she 
lay down while he cooked eggs and hamburgers. 
Hartley prepared this sandwich like he had seen 
it done ina truck stop in Macon, He dropped 
two hamburger patties onto the skillet and 
after considerable grease had coated the hot 
surface, he cracked two eggs and let it all fry 
together. Then he laid the hamburger on a bun 
thoroughly flavored with mustard, and set the 
fried egg on top. He drank milk with his and 
Geraldine had a.coke, 

When they finished their supper Hartley 
said he was going out and would be back around 
midnight. Geraldine did not answer but drifted 
back into the tiny den and lay down on the sofa 
trying very hard not to have any liquor. She 
tilted her head over sideways and stretched her 
neck to get to the little black radio. She 
turned it on to some fast music, About the 
time it got warmed up, she was asleep with one 
arm stretched in the direction her body was 
pointed, across the little table, 

She dreamed silentiy that Jim was/coming 
into the trailer disguised as Isaiah Lumpkin, 
trying to kidnap Ricky. ‘hen he walked in 
the door, Ricky was on a rocky horse playing 
a harmonica, He started winking his left eye, 
which couldn't wink in real life. It was his 
right eye that she operated with the button 
behind his left ear. Jim's face, which was 
Isaiah Lumpkin's face, became Sue's face with 
the obnoxious freckles, Then Ricky was in 
a potato sack having convulsions. She could 
hear his teeth chattering. Jim started 
putting him in a freezer. She struggled to 
free herself, kicking and tearing wildly. 
"Daddy! Stop!'' she screamed, 

The colored man next door had to break 
the door down to get to her, but he managed to 
get her out before the flames reached the 
kitchen. He laid her on the grass just 
beyond the gravel parking lot. Sirens were 
blaring madly when Jacob Hartley wandered up to 
the hideous scene, 

"here's Geraldine?! he asked a man in 
a uniform, 

"If you mean Miss Faith, she right over 
ther by that nigger, Look like he saved her 

ishe..* 

He ran over to her and squeezed her hand, 
"Geraldine! Geraldine, you all right?" He 
turned around to the colored man. ''Get her 
some water,'! 

When he returned with the water, Geraldine 
was already coming to. She kept mumbling 
something about how cold it was, addressing 
her utterances to her daddy, 

"Geraldine, what happened?! Hartley 
asked, 

She jumped as though she had awakened in a 
strange environment, which indeed it was, Her 
first conscious words were the voice of the 
consumed dummy. She moved her blistered fingers 
as she chuckled, '"’e know him, don't we 
Geraldine,'' she said pointing to Percy 
MacBraid, ''He beat up your daddy," Geraldine 
lay there groping behind her ears and shrieking 
in that nasal voice until] Deputy MacBraid 
ordered her taken away, 


Hunter Patterson 
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BLACK MOUNTAIN COLLEGE -- THE RETREAT TO THE FOREST 


The Black Mountain myth has been building 
since 1936 when Louis Adamic wrote a rapturous ac- 
count of his visit to Black Mountain College for 


Harper's Magazine. Of his experience there Adamic 


wrote: 


| had thought to stay an hour or so, 
then go on to inspect the TVA the 
next day; but the first thing | knew 
| was established in a guestroom, | 
laid it to Southern hospitality, 
though most of the people there 
seemed Northeners. | had a few talks 
with teachers and students, supper 
with the whole college, then more 
talks, lasting past midnight, and, 
to shorten a long tale, instead of 
staying overnight, | remained for 
two and a half months. 


Adamic first formulated one of the basic aspects of 
the Black Mountain myth: the pastoral retreat that 
one hated to leave, 

Like the forest of Arden, in Shakespeare's 
"As You Like [t'', Adamic's Black Mountain College 
was a primitive paradise, one long healthy remove 
from society, where men and women were free from 
the ordinary restraints of civilization to devel- 
op hearts and minds. In years to come hundreds of 
visitors were to visit this pastoral retreat in 
hopes of finding what Adamic found. The vtsitors 
included Aldous Huxley, John Dewey, Thornton Wilder 
and Eleanor Roosevelt whom they liked to quote in 
their cataltougue: 


This is a unique educational experi- 
ment, where the students and faculty 
are not only building their own build- 
ings but really are attempting to dem- 
onstrate democratic procedure in an 
educational institution, 


Adamic caught another aspect of the imyth in 
his recounting of his conversations with founding 
father John Andrew Rice: 


The job of a college is to bring young 
people ‘to intellectual and emotional 
maturity; to intelligence, by which | 
mean a subtle balance between the in- 
tellect and the emotions; not merely 
to an arbitrarily selected amount of 
crammingees 


The constant admonition of a college 
should be not ''Be intellectual!" or 
"Be muscular!!! (in both cases the di- 
viding line is the neck) but ''Be in- 
telligent!" A college should take ac- 
count of the whole being and be a sort 
of second womb from which young peo- 
ple are born to all-around human ma- 
turity. 


Black Mountain, then, was both a retreat to the 
forest and a return to the womb. In both cases, one 
made the journey to become a whole person, To be- 
come whole, one had to develop both intellectual 
and emotional strengths. 

Josef Albers shared Rice's conviction about 
the need.to develop the whole person. Writing in 


Design Magazine in 1947, Albers said: 


Education, unfortunately, has forgotten 
the aims of the great teachers of the 
past, namely to develop "head and heart 
and hand'', The more education turned in- 
tellectual, the more the theorist took 
the place of the practictioners 


To Rice's perception of the need to develop head 

and heart, Albers added an awareness of the need 

to develop ie hand -- the need to practice, the 
need to nake things. To shift from theory to prac- 
tice, Albers saw the need to break the strangle-hold 
of tradition: 


Tradition for tradition's sake is stag- 
nation, as education not aiming at ac- 
tion is retrogressive, 


The Black Mountain mth, then, assumes that the 
healthy person is the whole person, the person who 
thinks and feels and acts. In order to become 
whole, the myth continues, it is necessary to drop 
out of soclety for a while, to retreat to the for- 
est, even, perhaps, to return to the womb, “What 


one -hopes for is rebirth. 
One never retreats to Arden or Marcadia alone, 


however, There are always other shepards there to 


: BA 


share the work. Personal growth takes place, not 

in isclation, but amongst a small band.of like- 
minded individuals, each of whom respects the needs 
of the others. As the Black Mountain College Bul~ 
letin for 1950-51 put it: 


Black Mountain College is a unique ad- 
venture. A small Community of students 
and teachers share a common life and 
together do the work of education, 


To emphasize the sharing involved in the community 
of students and teachers, the catalogue quotes an 
anonymous student: 


We sometimes speak of the school as a 
community. This is true in that there 
are approximately a hundred people -- 
students, staff, teachers and their 
families -- living on the campus. 
Though we go in to Asheville or Black 
Mountain often, we are 5 miles from the 
nearest town, We have our own store, 
bi-monthly movies, and. frequent con- 
certs, We eat together in the dining 
hall, have community meetings to dis- 
cuss matters relating to the whole 
population. And we work together to 
maintain and improve our buildings, 
farm and roads. 


In tnat pastoral retreat, then, lives a band of men 
and women sharing a common life apart from soci- 
ety. Free of the ordinary social reqressions, the 
band explores thoughts, and feelings and actions 

in their purer forms. : 

Ho one stays in the Forest of Arden forever. 
After a few years of healthy self-discovery, the 
temporary shepards return to society with their 
new visions and one assumes that these new visions 
will restore society to health. 

This aspect of the Black Mountain myth is per- 
haps the central aspect: the experience in the for- 
est is a temporary one. To try to,make it permanent 
is to miss the point. 

Duke Senior returned to his court along with 
Rosalind, Orlando and the others, Duke Frederick 
went into a monastery and Jacques went along for the 
ride. So also did Rice, Albers, Olson, Creeley, 
Duncan, M.C,. Richards, Bill Levi, John Wallen, and 
all the others, one by one, and in small bands, 


left the college to return to society, some more 
successfully than others, but each somehow changed 
by the experiment in the forest, 

Though the Forest of Arden is empty right now, 
there is nothing to say that it will remain empty 
for long. The pastoral retreat and the return to 
the womb for a rebirth are always available, They 
only require that lucky band of exiles from the 
court who feel the need to recreate themselves a- 
part from their corrupt society. 

Thus the last aspect of the Black Mountain 
myth: the exile in the forest. Duke Senior was ban- 
ished by his brother, Rosalind by her uncle, and 
the others came along in sympathy, Rice was banish- 
ed by the Rollins College administration and the « 
others came along in sympathy. They were soon 
joined by exiles from Hitler's Germany. In the late 
4O's and early 50's came the last band of exiles, 
The poets and pre-hippies exiled by the straight 
society of the Truman and Eisenhower era, 

Black Mountain College as a myth ,is:in pure 
form a recreation of the Arcadian ideal which has 
been a key myth in Western Thought since Theocritus 
introduced it to the earliest 'iadvanced'! civiliza- 
tion in the Vestern ‘lorlId, It has fascinated our 
major writers since then. It still Operates in our 
sub=concious, From Virgil's Eclogues to Spenser's 

cconsrrainioaen 


Shepheardes Calender to Gilligan's Island, an e- 
normous number of cultural artifacts have demon- 
strated the need for the pastoral experience, The 
paradox of the Black ‘lountain myth is that it must 
be lived vicariously; it is for the imagination 
alone, 

The real Black Mountain is another exnerience 
altogether, fraught with pain and frustration and 
failure, tempered by pleasure, love and occasional 
success, But such js not the stuff of real myth, 

There are thus two Black Nountains. One died 
in 1956 only to be reborn a boys camp sone years 
later. The other lives on and grows in our imagi- 
nation as we get further from the facts, It is the 
second Black 'lountain which approaches a truth ex- 
pressed jn pure form in the Arcadian ideal: The 
freedom of the forest and the common life shared by 
a small band of exiles is of central importance 
in the recreation and rebirth of partial people 
into whole persons, Black Mountain College: If you 
really need it, its still there. 


F,. ‘hitney Jones 


Black Mt. College Has a Few Words For 
A Visitor 


Names names, Paul Goodman 
or else your own 
will be the Everyman of sugar sweet, the ginger cookie 
to scare the Witch with you, poor boy - if we must have such classes 
as ''equals'', the young, your lads, the fearful lasses 


((these rimes 
Huss too would make, as of so good a man as you here pose 
yourself to be, dear you, dear true, dear clear, your poor 
dear doom, your going away not rightly used. He'd send you 
what | send you too, a little reedy Cross pulling feed 
out a bottle filled with what now rimes with sis (poor Sis 
who don't get half a chance by contrast to the boys because 
her tender ender's such a portcullis it's good 
for nothing more than making those fond ones you'd = what do you say? 
lay bare? o Paul 
who has a rougher thought, who knew he could corrupt an army 
were it not he had his friends he owed a something to, a rose 
perhaps or rose inopportunely on a cop, and there: right on the street 
or in the middle of Grand Central Palace, look! he showed 
what he did not admit he meant 


Look: us equals, that it, also sons of witches, are covered now with/cookies 
dipped in same from your fell poem. It fell, all right, four footed 
with one foot short where five were called for - five, sd the Sphinx, 


confronted with sensescence and with you, still running running running 
from her hot breath who bore you, Hansel Paul, to bore us - all, 


o el ess o en 
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Charles Olson 


(e) 1974 by The University of Connecticut Ltbrary 


Buckminster Fuller in dining room of the Laurinburg Holiday Inn; showing amusement over the 
fact that the napkins were folded into the shape of tetrahedrons. 


Ed Dorn reading 


photograph by Chuck McNeill 


THE POET LETS HIS TONGUE HANG DOWN 


| would Enquire of you 

The slinger leaning forward askt 

One of the 4 Great Questions 

Least troubling my mind since my arrival: 


WHO ARE THE BARBARIANS? 


As if in a space elapsed 
between our sighting then hearing a jet 
The Poet grew pale 
and his blazering transistor fell 
from his Ivory. Fingers 

four of whom 

jumped off at the knuckles 

and ran off with all his rings 

and straightaway sent notes 

to the six who stayed 

expressing contempt and dismay 


And the temperature fell in his veins 
and his mouth weakened 

and grew slack 

and his eye left the track 

and wandered about the landscape 
unlocused and his tongue 

fell out over his chin 

and his nose migrated 

even as Gondwana too gorged 

on the immensities of time to be observed 
so that its movement must be proven 
by the striations of its slippage 

as they are the Scars of the Earth 
And his ears floated upward 

as if Helium was all they heard 


and his feet come off and sped over the horizon 
leaving even the wings of his ankles behind 


and his shoes filled with dust 
an instant ghost town complete 


with banging shutters and peeling posters 
Announcing the stark Indifferentist proposition 


DEAD or ALIVE 


when behold: the galloping Cosmographer 


dropped under his mount 
and blew out the OR 


Then his hair fell away 

in a dust bowl condition 

and things come to that 

all the people of his barren scalp 


packed up and found their way to California 
around the craters in this once rich terrain, 


the High Plains we shall. call them 


(eonttnued) 
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And his brain snapped shut like a greasy spoon 
When the last customer has et his chops 
then gone out the door wiping his chin 
with one hand while the other buys The Times 
which he reads standing on the corner 
toothpick in his mouth Rams Clobber Lions 
in his eye - 
and turns the pages to the comics where Rex Morgan 
is performing and can't be reached 
as his hand comes up from scratching his ass 
to catch the pages in the Michigan Winde 


But the poet's Head was during this lapse 
busy with alterations . 

and then the job was done 

the bang of hammers 

the whine of bandsaws gone 

And all the baffling pulled off 

his Head was a pyramid 

the minimum solid 


And his eyes came home 
trying to look like the trip had been a bore 
when signs to the contrary 
were all over the floor 
And he smiled 


But the eye atop his ramid 
Would say no more 


dward Dorn 


tting 
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photograph by Chuck McNeill 


Jonathon Will 


Corbin Ky Palimpsest 


this exit 


his first shop 
where it all began! 


next to Miss Eve's Ham House 
Barbecued Ribs 


Jonathon Witlltams 
(Col., Commanding) 
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poem by Robert Creeley 
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Robert Creeley in cafeteria 


photograph by Chuck McNeill 


John Cage on poreh of Student Union 


photograph by Chuck McNeill 
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the first lines of "Iimpty Words", a section of John Cagets book M to be published by George 
Quasha in New York > . 


Merce Cunningham during performance at Scotland Iligh School in Laurinburg 


photo by Chuck McNeill 
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Black Mountain faculty ensemble with Jalovetz (?) at piano 


photo courtesy North Carolina State Archives, Raleigh 


Josef Albers and student at Black Mountain 


photo courtesy North Carolina State Archives, Raleigh 
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drawing by Bill Burruss 


TO LIVE AND DIE IN DIXIE: I'LL TAKE MY STAND 


In 1930, "Iwelve Southerners", the collective 
nom=de-plume for-a group of highly sophisticated 
poets and scholars at Vanderbilt University in 
Nashville, Tennessee, published a controversial 
collection of essays entitled I'll Take My Stand. 
They were defending, they said, “a Southern way 
of life against what may be called the American 
orsprevailing way," (1) which they characterized 
in the phrase "Agrarian versus Industrial." These 
Twelve Southerners distrusted industrialism and 
had grave doubts about democracy. To them, the very 
essence of the South was devotion to Agarianism, to 
a South of thirty-acre, one-mule farms, ruled by a 
self-disciplined aristocracy, They were as anti- 
capitalist as any communist, but their alternative 
was sharply different. In place of the Classless 
Society, they offered the Agricultural Utopia, what 
Allen Tate called a "private, self-contained, and 
essentially spiritual life," (2) in which Negroes 
would do most of the work while the whites devoted 
themselves to "The amenities of life... manners, 
conversation, hospitality, sympathy, family life, 
romantic love..." (3) If the South did not resist 
the industrial invasion, they predicted, dire con- 
sequences would follow. As Andrew Nelson Lytle 
phrased it, the South "should dread industrial- 
ism like a pizen snake." (4) If the South allowed 
industrialism to triumph, it would have "doomed it- 
self to impotence." (5) 


History has not been kind to their judgement. 
The trickle of industry into the South against 
which they took their stand has become a flood. 
Atlanta, Birmingham, Charlotte, Dallas, Memphis, 
Miami, Richmond, and even Nashville itself all tes- 
tify to the erosion of the Agrarian ideal. The con- 
sequences have not been entirely dire. All South- 
erners have not shared equally in the benefits of 
the South's industrialization, but few if any have 
not shared at all. The new carpetbaggers have not 
only been welcomed with open arms, they have been 
avidly recruited. The voice of the contemporary 
South has become the voice of the Chamber of Com- 
merce. As the dominant Southern way of life, A- 
grarianism shows little promise of endurance. 


The "Twelve Southerners" fancied themselves 
serious students of social and economic problems, 
exemplars of a new realism in the South. They 
wanted no truck with sentimentalism and provin- 
ciality. They preferred intellectual discipline 
to the sentimental nonsense of the United Daush- 
ters of the Confederacy. They were, they said, as 
opposed to sentimentalizing the South as to commer- 
cializing it. If, from the perspective of a gener- 
ation later, the Agrarians themselves appear to us 
to be sentimental reactionaries standing astride 
history trying to persuade it to stop, let us be 
generous enough to admit that they tried with high- 
ly intellectualized arguments, evidence in itself 
how far they had moved forward. They considered 
themselves part of a world-wide intellectual move- 
ment which was questioning time and place, If their 
manifesto against Yankee capitalism was delivered 
with a Southern drawl, it was because their par- 
ticular time and place happened to be the South in 
the twentieth century. 


No Southerner ever becomes entirely free from 
the old compulsion to idealize his fatherland, no 
matter how successfully he manages to resist the 
lure of that compulsion. The Agrarians resolutely 
refused to see any faults in the Old South or in 
the operation of the Agrarian system upon the 
Southerners who had to live under it. If they 
championed the yeoman farmer of the South, they 
ignored the genuine underdogs - tenants, share- 
croppers, millhands, and Negroes. Insofar as the 
Agrarians considered the Negro at all, they con- 
sidered him docile, stupid, and inferior, White su- 
premacy would reign in the agricultural utopia 
they envisioned, and the Negro would be blissfully 
happy in his perpetually menial role. For all 
their disdain of sentimentality, these genteel 
tacists encouraged that vice by giving such views 
as white supremacy the sanction of their supposed- 
ly higher wisdom. Southerners could now parrot the 
‘gad cliches of 1850 with the implicit blessing of 
the South's foremost intellectual spokesmen, Even 
the lyncher could consider himself, and be consid- 
ered, the defender of the Southern tradition. 


The Twelve Southerners, then, had their full 
share of illusions, fantasies, and pretensions; but 
we would do well to approach them in a spirit of - 
civility and forebearance. It is no disparagement 
of the Agrarians to note that their backgrounds 
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predisposed them to the views they expressed. They 
were born into an atmosphere charged with all the 
scars, real and imagined, of the Civil War and 
Reconstruction. They grew to manhood in a South 
where, as one of them said, "old and historic com- 
munities were crawling on their bellies to per- 
suade some petty manufacturer of pants or socks to 
take up his tax-exempt residence in their midst." 
(6) In the Great Crash of 1929 they had witnessed 
the .apparent collapse. of the American capitalist 
system which had invaded their easygoing agrarian 
society. We need not wonder that they identified 
themselves with the old order. The Agrarians were 
not, however, without a capacity for growth. Most 
of them later modified their stand considerably. 
Robert Penn Warren, whose essay "The Briar Patch" 
carries the bulk of the racism in Ti) Take M 
Stand, (7) has become a courageous and -Sloquest 
champion of racial. equality. We who ponder the 
South today should do so well to be as openmind- 
ed within our own limitations. 


To their everlasting credit, it can be said 
that in warning the South to recognize that in— 
dustrialization is not an unmixed blessing, in 
attacking the smugness of the Chamber of Commerce 
mentality, in exposing the abuses of laissez faire 
capitalism, the economic evils of “overproduction, 
unemployment, and a growing inequality in the dis- 
tribution of wealth," (8) the Agrarians have ren~ 
dered their section a great service. Not the least 
of their contributions is their insistence that 
there is, after all, a Southern heritage which is 
worth preserving. 


To the Southerner who believes in democracy, 
repudiation of the Southern heritage with its ra- 
cism and its reaction presents a temptation of 
considerable appeal. It is easy to regard having 
been born a Southerner as something of a handicap 
to be overcome. We must, however, resist the im 
pulse to identify the undemocratic manifestations 
of our history with the South itself, That would 
be to swap an old stereotype for a new one, If the 
Agarians were mistaken in assuming that Agarianism 
was the Southern heritage, it does not necessarily 
follow that there is no Southern heritage. 


It is proper, however, to question whether a 
heritage which applies only to white Southerners 
deserves to be called THE Southern heritage, anyway. 
Southern culture, forged as it was in the crucible 
of a strange, fierce’ land, was not created in a vac- 
cum, but was deeply affected by the ideals, prob- 
lems, frustrations, and anxieties of the uprooted 
Europeans and uprooted Africans by whom it was cre- 
ated. I believe that this mixing of cultural heri- 
tages, this integration of culture, is more respon- 
sible than any other single factor for the extra— 
ordinary richness of the Southern cultural heritage. 


As marred as our heritage has been by the evils of 
slavery and segragetion, it is still valuable, be- 
cause the people of the South, black and white to- 
gether, have enriched it with the gift of their 
better selves. We cannot afford to whitewash our 
heritage, but we cannot afford to repudiate it, 
either, 


Notes: 

(1) Twelve Southerners, I'll Take My Stand: 
The South and the Agrarian Tradition (New York: 
Harper and Brothers, 1930), p. ix. 


(2) Allen Tate, "Remarks on the Southern Reli- 
gion", in I'll Take My Stand, p. 175. 


(3) I'11 Take My Stand,p. 175. 


(4) Andrew Nelson Lytle, "The Hind Tot," I'11 
Take My Stand, p. 234, 


(5) I'll Take My Stand, p. xx. 


(6) Donald Davidson, "I'll Take My Stand: A 
History," American Review, V (1935), p. 304. 


(7) Robert Penn Warren, "The Briar Patch," in 


I'll Take My Stand, pp. 246-264. 


(8) Twelve Southerners, I'll Take My Stand, p. 
xiii. 
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INQUEST OF THE TWINIGHT SONG 


Cast 


The Actor 

The Technician 
The Woman 

The Girl 


INQUEST OF THE TWINIGHT SONG; Description of Improvisation 


"INQUEST' begins with a short improvisational scene done in mime 
with the three main characters (the loman, “irl, and Actor). There is 
a chair, resembling those in which the audience are seated, placed in 
the main acting area under a single cone of light. The ‘Joman and the 
Actor cross to the chair, and after cautiously hesitating, begin to 
exolore and react to it. An air of sacred reverence should be present 
in the scene, and complete silence should accompany it. In the midst 
of their exploration, a third person (the Girl) comes in and immediate- 
ly sits in the chair, making very clear that it is ‘IER chair. Sensing 
the security she gains from the chair, the other two attempt to forci- 
bly remove the Girl and gain:control of the chair. At this point the 
Technician enters with two similiar chairs and beckons the two to sit. 
The Technician exits. Same exploration as before, with new chairs, 
With great strain, the Actor and \!oman painfully lower themselves onto 
the seats, Attaining the sitting position, they relax and appear hap- 
pily secure in their chairs. Blackout. Red conal light shows them fro- 
zen in positions suggesting violence. Blackout. Blue conal liqht comes 
up and shows them frozen in positions suggesting old age, coldness, 
etc. Blackout. Deep violet light comes up and shows them reaching, 
clutching, upward, Aqonizing screams from all three as their clutch- 
ing arms pull downward, Blackout. ‘/hite conal light comes up as in be- 
ginning. The three characters are frozen,.staring at the audience, 
securely clutching their chairs. The Technician comes from behind 
his controlling position at the lighting board, inspects the frozen 
bodies clutching\ their chairs, grunts arrogantly, and returns to his 
controlling position, Blackout. 


Bill Peterson 


e Vianager - fob Thames 
Costumes - “Jones Neek, 
Ark - Hany Vachon Meyer 
Techni | 
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Sponsor - De. With Alenonder 
Promakjon -~ Dan Salzer 


A high electronic note is heard at the peak of 


its intensity slowly fading into silence. 


On the precipice 

Of Pilate's grave 

each one of you 

are privileged at this time 
to acknowledge 

a thousand years 

of dismal 

meditations 

mitigated by last month's 
half-hearted 

voice 

of intrepid vice 

echoed 

over 

virgin dust 

and the quicksands' 
deathless 

pallor, 


Actor: 


Good evening, 

welcome to the 

funniest occurance 

in the world. (Staqe laugh) 
We will have you 

just rolling in the aisles 
before the night is over. 
Because, you see, you wil] 
realize what an extraordinary 
farce this whole thing 

is. And if that isn't something 
that just 

makes you want to die 
laughing... 


\Jomans: 


Estranged from 

selfless twilight 

of the pagan infidel 
Fire's origin 

renources the rites of servitude 
as, while standing before 
moonlight's perfect flame, 
virgin waters 

ripple in tne path 

of your early morning's 
exnectant 

dawn. 


Actors 


\Yoman: Are all of you 
out there quite confortable? 


Good,..that's just...real qood 


A violent electronic noise, 


Actor: Shut up! (Pause) 
Woman: We're 
ready to 


begin. 


Tech.: 


Actor: 


Tech.: 


Actor: 


Tec: : 


Actor: 


Girl: 


13. 


One, two, three, four 
One, two, three, four 

a long line 

marching through 

a long hall 

Click, clack, three, four 
Click, clack, three, four 
shiny boots 

hardened heels 

a long line 

Down the corridor 

and around the corner 
gone, forever gone 


Dim luminescence, solitary footsteps 
across a polished wooden floor 

the gymnasium empty at night 

from the day before 

Rings and ropes, instruments 

the energy of men 

drained and built, polished 

over and over again 


Click, clack, three, four 
Click, clack, three, four 
shiny boots 

nardened heels 

a long line 

Down the corridor 

and around the corner 
gone, forever gone. 


Dir luminescence, solitary footsteps 
across the polished floor 

at the gymnasium as on the past night 
when | came before 

Suddenly | am distracted 

another pair of footsteps 

and she stands silently before me 


a radiant visage qolden moonl iqhts per 
fect fl ame 


(echoed frombackstage) 


Hy hand reaches forward to 
her golden hody 
of her joyous senses 
Andreturn to myself 
Sinking deep within the folds the 
pleasure she isgivingmeof which 
lwwasnever told 


Chorus: 


Fields of grass 
falling leaves 
sun bright in 


turquoise skies menor. 
with crimson amber 

colored beauty 

awaken, sensitivity 

through love 

Come with me : 
beautiful woman ere bus: 
a person 

with emotions soul 

come you who 

have no name 

lie with me 

in these fields of grass 

Love, hate , 
in the end the same PEON 
great majestic circle 

of all men's lives 

Gods and wars 

fertility, conception 

all the things 

of which I've never thought before Chores: 


See me, wortd 
look up high 
the golden vision 
in the sky 
| want to help you 
to regain 
only your own soul 
what remains 


Die, mother 

what you've done to me 
Die, mother 

on bended knee 

Die, mother 

that you can't see 


Help me, world 
look up high 

the golden vision 
in the sky 

Fight for yourself 
to regain 

only your own soul 
what remains 


Die, mother 

what you've done to me 
Die, mother 

on bended knee 

Die, mother 

that you can't see 


We are the world 
look up high 

raise your weapons 
to the sky 

Kill, kill, and die 
to regain 

only your own soul 
what remains. 


1%. 
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Actor: Die, mother 
what you've done to me 
Die, mother 
on bended knee 
Die, mother 
that you can't see 


Chorus: Die, mother, die (continually repeated) 


Actor: Die, motherfucker, die 


At the end of the third movement, the Actor has fallen to the ground with the Woman stand- 
ing over him, A moment of darkness, The click of a blade thrust out by a powerful steel 
spring. The blade's chromed glint flashes suddenly and inexplicably throught the dark- 
ness. The Actor slowly advances upon the Technician and makes several thrusts at him with 
his knife. They circle each other, thrusting and dodging. As this continues, the Tech- 
nician begins to move more slowly, while the Actor retains the same tempo. The Techni- 
cian finally slows to the point of immobility. The Actor closes in and, standing almost 
face to face, after a momentary pause, slashes the Technician's face. Random notes echo 
through the theater. They increase in confusion and intensity. There is a flash of 

light illuminating the Technician, his habit removed and body in a strangely contorted 


position. Sudden violence. A dim light slowly illuminates the ‘Joman as she stands behind 
the Girl who Is kneeling upon the floor. 


Girls: Choral grace 
twilight rung 
velvet flesh 
in violent sung 


Choral grace 
twilight rung 
velvet flesh 

in violence sung 


Choral grace 
twilight rung 
velvet flesh 
in violence sung 


fhe Girl arises and faces the Woman, who backs 
slowly out of the light. 


Girls: Stand incandescent 
before the magistrate cry 
in release 
of a criminal's fallen 
garments 
Spreading 
vulva lips 
to kneel 
and kiss 
the hardened touch 
of a whisper's 
infidelity 


Woman: (terror-striken in the darkness) 
Flickered face 
from pleasure brung 
a killer's eye 
in candles hung 


Girl: (echoeing) 
Flickered face 
from pleasure brung 
in killer's eye 
in candles hung 


The entire theatre becomes dimly illuminated as the 
Girl picks up the microphone and caresses it. The 
Woman stands before the amplifier. 


Girls 


(low and soft, building to a screaming 
climax) 


And as semen runs 
quickly over 

her subtle 

mouth 

serenity's soft-skinned woman 
glistening in sweat 
while writhing naked 
upon a 

hard-wood floor 
begins 

to rub semen 

taken from her lips, 
over her body 

and slowly back 
through 

her coarse 


black 
hair. 


is the Girl speaks, the woman embraces the ampli- 
fier and, writhing rythmically, slides slowly 
down it to a prone position on the floor, facing 
upward, Continuing to writh upon the floor, she 
begins to run her hands through her hafr, Al] 
lights fade out except that which i] luminates 
the amplifier. 

The woman turns over, and smiling, looks 
up at the audience, 


Woman: That's ail. Get out, 


Girl: Shut up! (Derisively) We haven't gotten 
to the best part, honey. 


Lights crossfade from amplifier to the Actor 
standing downstage. 


Actor: Yes, | know 


The Woman and the Girl stand diagonally upstage of 


the Actor, 


Girls The machine-head's twilight drives the 
minister's @ar, (Chanted repeatedly) 


The Technician accompanies the chant on the piano, 


Actor: Ressurrect their striken epithets 
and squirm beneath the lair 
a thousand nightmare sanctions 
A kiss below the coward's throne 
returns a velvet hush 
while years of sanguine exiled dreams 
dim white our terror's flush 


Cast from 

order's court 

in the desperation of 
rightecusness 


exonerate the 

harlot 

who makes 

her way 

through the eeriest 

of eternal 

night haunted 

by 

tomorrow's cries 

for that same old nigger lady 
scrubbing souls 

who thinks she is 

a white tornado 

when the T. V.. preaches 
"Synoptic Gospel of the Apocalypse" soap 
Opera at precisely 8:35 


in the morning . 

for today will not be aired 

due to a canceled reservation 

for one at 

the Salvation Army 

which is too busy hustlin! watermelons 
and missionaries for your | 
front yard statues 

because when you are the first one on 
your block to be one 

it looks just like every mother's 
unborn son 

hanging dead out on the cross of hopeless 
explanation just out of sheer boredom 
and rather unfortunately 

echoed by 

the disillusionment 

of a life 

which offers 

nothing 

save the 

terrifying loneliness 

of a ressurrection 

that never 


was 


The cast freezes. Sudden silence save for the 
Technician who arises, lights a cigarette in the 
dark, and is slowly illuminated walking downstage. 


Technician: (relased) 
At this moment 
waves lap exhausted 
against the timeless 
sands. 
The moon has risen 
from the daylight hours 
and forms 
a solid path 
across the waters, 
At this edge of infinity 
| stand and look out 
forever, 


For in the 

desolation of existence 
| have, after 

years of journeyed 
exile come 

home. 
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